WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
Lord Lascelles and Princess Mary had been staying with him, and Lady
Plumer had conducted them round all those places with which the
Bible, both the Old and the New Testaments, have made us so
familiar. She very indulgently offered to do the same for me, and
I shall never forget her kindness, the wealth of detail which she
supplied, or the impression made upon me by the realization that these
were not mere names but actualities, from the stable at Bethlehem to
the Via Dolorosa, and from the well at which Jacob met Rachel to the
tombs of Abraham and Sarah in the cave which he bought at Machpelah.
It was all a most fascinating and unforgettable experience, and I
would recommend every Christian who can do so to visit Jerusalem.
From Jerusalem I went by a hired car driven by a British Arab
chauffeur, Lord Plumer having warned me against the French Syrian
drivers. My first night I spent at Capernaum by the Sea of Galilee,
the second at Damascus, which was thronged with French troops,
and the third at an hotel at Baalbec. Every moment of that tour was
full of absorbing interest. Fascinating and absorbing are the only
possible adjectives. I missed, of course, Lady Plumer's wonderful
fund of information and I should have liked to have had a companion
with whom to share my emotions. The amazing ruins at Baalbec
I saw, as they should be seen, by moonlight. It was necessary to get
special permission to do so, and I was alone, or thought I was, as
I wandered among those vast stones and columns. I had been advised
to take a revolver with me, and did so. After I had been there about
a quarter of an hour I heard a step behind me and turned quickly
round with one hand on the pistol in my pocket. But it was only a
gendarme who had been sent by the police authorities to see that I did
not get into trouble. He gave me a very smart salute, and at once
addressed me in fluent English, which he had learnt at the American
College at Beyrout. He had heard, he said, that I was a British
Minister. He was himself a Druse and hated the French. Could not
I persuade the British Government to take over Syria, and so on
and so forth. It was all rather embarrassing, and I had to explain
that I was a very small kind of Minister with no influence over my
Government, and that in any case the French were not as bad as he
made them out to be, for he was very bitter against them. Once I got
him away from his grievance, he made an interesting companion during
the rest of my exploration.
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